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Ring me my Tragick Buskins, I'm to wa.le And what contributes to their woes much worſe, 
In Blood, & Wounds,deep asthe Ocean made-|We only fight for Right, they upon Force; 
I ſing not here to the ſoft finger'd Lute, For their condition to this paſs 15 come, 
But Drums, and Trumpets,and he warhke Flute. |There's Death abroad,and there's deſpair at home- 
= >crucl Confli& with che Dutch, His Royal Highneſs in all dangers came, 
e Battcl of Lepanto ne're was ſuch. And Wonders wrought, wide as theTrump of Fame. 
What time his Highneſs had his Flags aſſembled, [Three ſeveral Ships he mounced on the Main, 
I he very Sea beneath his Squadrons bled. As Kings whoſe Horſes are in Battel lain, 
You wou'd have thought, had you bcen there to|Where he ſo off ſer up, the Royal Standard, 
The Elements of Fire, and Water meet, ({ce't, [From which the Dutch till in diſorder -wand 
And not have deem'd you prejudic'd your Senſe |They were ſo ſenſible of certain Loſs, 
Or Reaſon, to drive the Thunder thence : The Belgick Lion coucht to ſee that Croſs. 
Such - | Red-Sca Was there, you might diſcover IT he Paneg' ricks our Captains have deſerv'd, 
The Ocean, as it were, with Bload run over. Their Swends have in the Datchmens b ſloms carv'ds 
Whilſt flaming Ships Men into Water ſcnr, The French ſo fought, they ſhall hereafter ſtand 
JFor Death, to ſcape the fiercer Element. Renown'd for Acts at Sea, as well as Land. 
Where ds floating deſtitute of hope, But let me now conclude with thoſe that fell, 
To fave their Lives, wisht for a lucky Rope. Thoſe Voluntcers that give vvhar others {c]l. 
he Smoak, like that of Sodom did aſpire, That Hero-Troop ne're to be prais'd enough, 
As if the very Sea had been a Fire, Their Bodies fell, but Souls vvere Canon-proof, . 
Whilſt every Broad-ſide, till again 0 'rcblown Thoſe Miracles of Valour, Honor's Sons, (Guns, 
Did make a kind of Midnight of high-Noon; [Thoſe grand Contemners of grim Deaths great 
A darkneſs ſo A oyptian, you'd have chought [Thoſe more than Worthics, for their Countries 
Thar every Ship by her own Fire-light fought: [Have bcen ſo prodigal of their beſt Blood, (good, 
nd that we might their flymg Frigats a, Their Fame vvith us in Story ſhall remain 
The Dutch ſigh'd up a Fogg as dark as this. | Till theſe their Bodies meet their Souls again. 


But what — them ſtand to't at ſuch a Rate ? FINIS. 
Why, the laſt Stake had made 'um deſperate, a 


